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and a whole countryside laughed and the story became a
legend.
At last we came again to Angora, which had become
terrible, for half the town was newly burnt and the
refugees camped where they could. The market-place
was full of triangles on which hung the bodies of many
brigands and deserters ; for all the country was dis-
organized and discontented, and robbers had made every
road unsafe.
We travelled by the same railway route as that up
which I had come. But this time there was ample
room, for Sherif Bey requisitioned a coup6 for me, and
this he filled up with flour. This he sold at a good
profit in Constantinople; for the Grand Vizier had
made a corner in wheat and so the people paid a big
price for their flour. Sherif Bey was a genial good
soul, and at every station acquaintances came into the
train to see him and squatted down cross-legged on the
flour and drank black coffee. After gongs had been
sounded and whistles blown and a polite guard had
asked the gentlemen to get off, they left, still calling
good-bye, and then came back again with some last
message, and so we dawdled in this kindly, lazy fashion
across Anatolia. There was little organization, and none
of the drive and concentration that the war had pro-
duced in other countries. On the train was a newspaper
editor who was a Member of Parliament. He talked
in French, and in his frock-coat and striped Bond Street
trousers and patent leather shoes squatted with his
knees under him. He told me that Turkey was fighting
for liberty from foreign interference, and he pictured